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II. HAN POEMS

(a) Wang Yen-shou^ son of Wang I
(c. A.D. 130)
The Wangsim*

Sublime was he, stupendous in invention,

Who planned the miracles of earth and sky.

Wondrous the power that charged

Small things with secret beauty, moving in them all.

See now the wangsun, crafty creature, mean of size,

Uncouth of forms the wrinkled fece

Of an aged man-, the body of a little child.

See how in turn he blinks and blenches with an air

Pathetically puzzled, dimly gazes

Under tired lids, through languid lashes

Looks tragic and hollow-eyed, rumples his brow,

Scatters this way and that

An insolent, astonished glare;

Sniffs and snorts, snuffs and sneezes,

Snicks and cocks his knowing little ears!

Now like a dotard mouths and chews;

Or hoots and hisses through his pouted lips;

Shows gnashing teeth, grates and grinds ill-temperedly,

Gobbles and puffs and scolds.

And every now and then,

Down to his belly, from the larder that he keeps

In either cheek, he sends

Little consignments lowered cautiously.

Sometimes he squats

Like a puppy on its haunches, or hare-like humps

An arching back;

Smirks and wheedles with ingratiating sweetness;

Or suddenly takes to whining, surly snarling;

Then, like a ravening tiger^ roars.

He lives in thick forests, deep among the hills,
Or houses in the defts of sharp^ precipitous rocks;
Alert and agile is his nature, nimble are his wits;
Swift are his contortions.

* A kind of small ape.